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The bliffeftill dew of heaven do’s arowze you. 

The powerful! *W s weII hath grac’d her Altar, 

And oiven you your love : Our Mafter Mars 
Haft vouch'd his OracIc 3 and to incite gave 
The grace of the Contention : So tnc Deities 
Have IhewdTlue juftice : Bearc this hence. 

Tal. O Cofen, 

That we Should things defirejwhich doe colt us 
The Ioffe of our defire ; That nought could buy 
Dcare love, but Ioffe of dearelove. 

Tbef. Never Fortune 

Did play a fubtler Gatne:The conquerd triumphes, 

The viftor has the Loffe :yet in the paffage, „ 

The nods have beene moil equail ; P alamort, W 

You? kiti fern an hath confeft the right o’th Lady . 

Did lye in you,for you firft faw her, and 
E ven then proclaimdyourfancie : He re fiord her 
As your ftolne Ic well, and defil’d your fpiric 
To lend him hence f jrgiven ; The gods my juftice 
Take from my hand, and chey themfelves become 
The Executioners : Leadc your Lady off; 

And call your Lovers from the ftage of death. 

Whom l adopt my Frinds. A day or two 
Let us looke fadly.and give grace unto 
The Funerallof Aratejn whofe end 
The vifages of Bridegroonies wcele put on 
And fmile with rPalamonfo t whom an ho are, • 

But one houre fince,I was as dearely forry. 

As glad of &/frcite\ and am now as glad. 

As for him forry. O you heavenly Charmers, 

What things you make of us? For what we lacks 
We laugh, for what we have, are forry (till. 

Are children in foroe kind. Let us be thankefull 

Tor that which is, and with you leave dilpute 

That are above our queftion ; Let’s goc off, - 

And beare us like the time,' Flmfi. % xtm * 

Epilogue* 


, Would now askeye how ye like the Play , 

Xsutas it is with Schoole Boyes, cannot fay, 

. jaw cr uell f ear e full : fray yet fi ay a while , , 
ijndlet me looke upon ye : No man fmile ? 

Then it goes hard I fee ; He that has 
lov'd ayonghanfome wench then,fhow his face: 
lis flrangc if none be heere , and if he wiH 
Agdnft his Confcience let him hijfe, and kill 
Our Market: T is in vaine , I fee to fiay yee. 

Have at the worfi can come,then-,N ow what fay ye t 
And yet mifiake me not: 1 am not bold 
We have no fuch caufe. Jfthe tale we have told 
(Portis no other) an) way content ye) 

( For to that honefl purpofe it was ment ye) 

We have our end j and ye Jhall have ere long 

I dare fay many a better , to prolong 

Tour old loves to us : we, and all our might. 

Reft at your fervice, Gent lenten, good night . 

Florifh, 
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